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with clothes or that acquired some temporary reality
with illness. With it I have wrecked Stanislas's life
and bitterly hurt Serge. He was right, you cannot
give what you don't share.
But Cuthbert has never known.
Irrationally, she felt exasperated with Cuthbert
for not having known. And yet had he known she
would have wrecked yet another life.
I have never had a country. I was a guest in
Poland, I am a guest in England. Serge says that life
is a guest in my body. Serge says that I know nothing
of the present, that comfortable present made solid
by the sensesl The present is no-man's-land lying
indeterminable between those vivid realities: our
memories and our anticipations.
Perhaps I have never wanted the present, perhaps
I have felt safer out of it.
Perhaps I have never failed Cuthbert because,
though we neither of us know it, I, too, am part of
his beloved East.
The train had reached the suburbs. Line after
line of .tall straight dingy houses, their tiny twink-
ling lights turning the fluttering lines of washing
into street decorations. The train stopped. Eager
faces gazing up from the platform, eager faces
stretching out of the windows. A fog blurring the
station lights. Men and women and children kissing